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PREFACE. 


I  HAVE  not  written  this  little  book  to  publish,  but  I 
publish  because  I  have  written  it. 

To  write  to  publish  is  a  task  which,  while  it  has  its 
pleasures,  has  its  cares. 

But  to  publish,  when  you  have  written  anything 
which  gives  the  slightest  reason  for  publication,  is 
like  taking  the  wild  flowers  gathered  In  some  summer 
ramble,  arranging  them  in  some  beautiful  form,  and 
presenting  them  to  some  friend  who,  from  their  re- 
ception, may  derive  pleasure  like  that  which  you 
obtained  by  gathering  them. 

So  it  has  been  with  this  little  volume,  its  composi- 
tion has  been  without  care,  and  its  production  has 
been  an  untainted  delight. 

If  its  reading  can  give  a  shadow  of  the  pleasure 
offered  by  its  writing— if  its  perusal  can  give  an  hour 
like  any  of  the  happy  hours  spent  in  its  composition, 
it  will  not  be  without  success. 
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AN  ALLEGORY. 


Part  First. 
I. 

Through  the  forest's  emerald  alleys,  . 

Where  the  light  and  shadows  play, 
Happily  a  youth  and  maiden 

Wandered  many  a  happy  day. 


Till  the  tender  buds  of  friendship 
Blossomed  into  fairest  flowers, 

Till  the  lighter  dreams  of  childhood 
Grew  to  love  of  graver  hours. 

3- 

Till  their  life  forgot  all  darkness 

And  a  day  eternal  seemed, 
And  the  world  around  resembled 

Fairy  worlds  of  which  they  dreamed. 


NEWLY  GATHERED  FLOWERS. 


4. 

Then  there  came  an  hour  of  parting, 
And  affection  closer  bound, 

That  the  bitter  separation 
Might  inflict  a  deeper  wound. 

5- 

Then  they  met  within  the  woodland, 
Met  as  they  had  met  of  yore  ; 

Met  to  share  a  bitter  parting. 

And,  perchance,  to  meet  no  more. 

6. 

He  was  sad,  perhaps  mistrusting 
In  the  future  seeming  bright, 

For  the  present  hour  had  taught  him 
There  was  shade  as  well  as  light. 

7- 

And  to  free  his  soul  from  sorrow 
And  allay  his  doubts  and  fears. 

She  had  twined  a  wreath  of  roses 
From  the  bushes  growing  near. 
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8. 

And  she  gave  it  as  a  token 

Of  a  love  that  knows  no  death  ; 

Of  a  trust  that  naught  can  conquer, 
And  a  strong,  enduring  faith. 

9- 

And  the  hour  of  parting  loses 

Half  the  bitterness  it  bore 
In  the  hope  of  endless  pleasure 

When  the  present  hour  is  o'er. 

Part  Second. 

lO. 

Down  among  the  dark  morasses, 

Where  the  stagnant  waters  lie 
And  reflect  within  their  blackness 

All  the  blackness  of  the  sky, 

II. 

Whence  the  low  hoots  come  by  night-time, 
And  the  dark  winds  come  by  day. 
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Whence  at  morn  the  foggy  vapors 
Steal  across  the  land  away, 

12. 

Where  the  foul  diseases  wander, 
Scattered  by  unsparing  hands, 

And  stray  off  across  the  woodland 
To  harass  the  fairer  lands, 

Where  amidst  the  gloom  and  darkness, 
Through  the  long  and  weary  hours, 

Stands  a  man,  and  ever  gazes 
On  a  wreath  of  withered  flowers  ; 

14. 

And  he  ever  keeps  repeating, 

"  Had  I  but  have  known  the  rest, 

Had  I  known  the  double  emblem 
Lying  buried  in  the  breast, 

15. 

Had  1  but  have  known  the  future 
'Midst  the  pleasures  of  the  past. 
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Ere  it  was  too  late  to  mend  it, 
Ere  my  hapless  lot  was  cast, 

1 6. 

Then  to-day  would  be  as  joyous 
As  the  days  which  memory 

Brings  before  my  troubled  spirit 
To  increase  my  misery. 

17- 

True,  the  knowledge  would  have  cost 
Bitter  pain,  but  soon  relief 

Would  have  come,  as  now  it  cannot. 
And  destroyed  my  bitter  grief. 


Part  Third. 


18. 


There  are  many  waving  woodlands 
Stretching  inland  from  the  sea. 

E'er  nestling  among  the  mountains 
Live  with  hum  of  bird  and  bee. 
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10. 


There  are  many  nymphs  to  haunt  them 
Through  the  long  and  happy  day, 

Many  souls  to  follow  capture 
Wheresoe'er  they  lead  the  way  : 


20. 


There  are  many  dark  morasses 
Where  the  spirit  in  distress 

Wanders,  and  beholds  a  future 
Goal  of  present  happiness. 


A  SONNET  TO  CONTENTMENT. 
I. 

I  WREATHE  the  hours  in  fairest  flowers 
And  make  the  day  more  bright, 

And  from  the  day  steal  a  lustrous  ray 
With  which  to  clear  the  night. 
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2. 

And  I  lonely  float  in  my  golden  boat, 

At  night  o'er  the  moonlight  sea ; 
And  the  mariners  there  deem  the  sea  more  fair 

And  are  lost  in  majesty. 

3- 

And  I  lonely  stand  in  the  desert  land 

Where  beauty  forgets  to  be ; 
And  the  dwellers  there  deem  the  place  more  fair 

Than  the  islands  away  in  the  sea. 

4- 

And  I  tune  each  heart  till  it  grows  to  be 
With  the  world  in  harmony. 


14 
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DAY  DREAMS. 


As  a  streamlet  that  springs  amidst  the  forest's  deep 
shadows 

And  strays  from  the  forests  across  the  wide  plain, 
And  whispereth  softly  among  the  green  meadows 
The  notes  that  it  learns  of  the  wind's  low  refrain. 


2. 

From  the  shadow  rasped  past  comes  sweet  memory 
streaming 

As  streamed  the  rich  moonlight  o'er  land  and  o'er 
sea, 

And  often  they  come  in  the  midst  of  my  dreaming 
And  make  my  life  sweet  as  my  life  used  to  be. 

3- 

And  they  lead  my  soul  back  through  the  trouble  and 
sorrow 

To  the  pleasures  and  joys  of  a  by-gone  to-day; 
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Lead  it  back  through  a  legion  of  by-gone  to-morrows 
That  with  the  long  years  have  been  slipping  away. 


4- 

And  I  wake  from  my  dreams,  and  return  to  the 
present, 

And  see  not  the  night  but  the  lustre  of  to-day— 
What  before  seemed  saddest,  now  seenieth  most 
pleasant. 

And  all  that  was  bitter  has  faded  away. 

5- 

For  there*s  strength  in  the  past,  that  our  burdens 
will  lighten, 

And  there's  balm  in  the  past  that  relieveth  our  pain, 
And  there's  light  in  the  past  which  the  present  will 
brighten. 

And  joy  that  will  make  the  heart  happy  again. 
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ODE  TO  THE  FLOWERS. 

Fragrant  flowers,  rise  up  and  greet  me, 
Rise  up  from  your  beds  of  grass  ; 

Lift  up  your  drooping  heads  to  greet  me, 
Smile  upon  me  as  I  pass. 

From  my  soul  this  load  of  sorrow 

With  your  odors  waft  away  ; 
Make  for  me  a  bright  to-morrow, 

Make  for  me  a  bright  to-day. 

Answer. 

From  thy  soul  this  load  of  sorrow 

Never  can  we  bear  away  ; 
And  thou  should* st  not  dream  of  sorrow 

Nor  the  future  of  to-day. 

Bear  life's  burden  while  thou  hast  it, 

Ere  another  hour  has  passed 
From  thee  our  Lord  may  cast  it, 

And  give  thee  peace  and  joy  at  last. 
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A  TRIBUTE 
To  MY  Grandfather,  J.  H.  Printz. 

The  golden  bowl  is  broken 

And  loosed  the  silvery  cord, 
And  the  weary  finds  a  refuge 

In  the  Heaven  of  the  Lord. 
And  he  who  long  hath  wandered 

O'er  earth's  benighted  way, 
By  angel  hands  was  lifted 

To  a  land  of  endless  day. 
Many  friends  who  went  before  him 

Hailed  him  on  that  distant  shore, 
And  the  ties  that  death  had  broken 

She  rebinds  to  break  no  more. 
And  the  rest  this  world  denied  him, 

With  a  joy  it  ne'er  hath  known, 
He  findeth  in  another 

And  maketh  it  his  own. 
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THE  POWER  OF  LOVE. 

From  out  the  fountains  of  ray  heart 

A  crystal  stream  is  flowing, 
And  all  along  its  winding  banks 

The  richest  flowers  are  growing, 
And  all  along  its  winding  banks 

The  forests  o'er  it  bending, 
And  with  the  whispering  of  the  wind 

Its  melodies  are  blending; 
And  when  upon  his  bed  of  clouds 

The  new-born  day  reposes. 
The  river,  like  the  shores  around, 

Is  covered  o'er  with  roses. 
There  was  a  veil  of  joyless  years 

Where  now  the  stream  is  flowing, 
And  once  a  desert  land  hath  been 

Where  now  the  flowers  are  growing 
But  as  a  single  star  dispels 

The  darkness  of  the  sky, 
A  single  dream  of  love  hath  power 

A  life  to  beautify. 
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ODE  TO  CHILDHOOD. 

Many  rosy  days  have  glided 

From  the  future  store  away, 
With  the  soft  nights  that  divided 

Rosy  day  from  rosy  day. 

And  from  years  that  they  have  numbered, 
From  each  bright  and  joyous  hour 

Come,  as  from  a  seed  that  slumbered 
Cometh  forth  a  perfect  flower, 

Pleasures  when  a  time  of  sorrow 

Makes  the  present  hour  less  gay, 
Light  whene'er  a  dark  to-morrow 
.   Cast  its  shadow  o'er  to-day. 

Now  a  flood  of  childish  fancy 

Drives  the  shadow  from  my  brow, 

For  such  thoughts  can  yet  entrance  me. 
Though  they  are  but  dreamings  now. 
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Now  some  memory  steals  o*er  me, 
And  some  long-forgotten  scene 

Like  a  picture  looms  before  me, 
As  though  it  had  never  been. 

Now  I  feel  a  touch  once  given 
Calling  deep  emotions  forth ; 

Now,  by  spirit  hands  in  heaven — 
Then,  by  mortal  hands  on  earth. 

And  I  see  a  world  of  pleasure 
Where  the  present  pleasure  lies, 

And  from  these  overflowing  measures 
Hopes  of  fairest  future  lies. 

And  I  think  no  more  of  sorrow, 
For  the  present  hour  is  gay, 

And  I  lose  the  dark  to-morrow 
In  the  brightness  of  to-day. 
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A  TREASURE. 

Oh  !  there  are  depths  in  the  human  heart 

As  there  are  depths  in  the  sea, 
Where  the  richest  of  treasures  lie  hidden  apart 

From  the  sun*s  rich  brilliancy. 

And  oft  where  we  least  would  look  for  them, 

As  the  diver  in  the  se5i, 
We  find  the  richest  and  purest  gems 

Where  we  thought  that  none  would  be. 

But  oftener  far  they  remained  unknown, 

Their  lustre  hid  by  the  night. 
None  knowing  how  brightly  they  would  have  shone 

In  the  fulness  of  the  light. 

Or  it  may  be  that  they  will  gleam  and  glow 

Like  meteors  in  the  night. 
But  the  brightened  world  will  never  know 

The  sources  of  its  light. 
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AN  APOSTROPHE 
MY  Grandmother,  Mrs,  J.  H.  Printz. 
I. 

Slumbering  silently 
In  the  green  cemetery, 
Only  thy  memory 
With  us  to-day. 

2. 

Only  the  echoes  tell 
Of  the  sweet  words  that  fell 
From  lips  we  loved  so  well, 
Lips  that  are  still. 

3. 

Only  the  picture  there 
Tells  of  the  silvery  hair 
And  the  face  marked  with  care, 
Care  not  her  own. 
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4. 

But  as  the  light  that  lies 
All  through  the  mighty  skies, 
Linking  the  day  that  dies 
With  the  new  dawn. 

5- 

So  doth  thy  memory 
Linger  to  tell  of  thee. 
And  shall  until  the 
Reunion  with  thee. 


AN  APOSTROPHE. 
1. 

I  OFTEN  think  of  other  things, 

Of  times  to  come,  of  things  to  be, 

And  then  there  comes  the  happy  thought 
That  I  shall  reunite  with  thee. 
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2. 

For  though  the  face  of  nature  change, 

Though  suns  may  fade,  though  planets  die. 

The  bonds  will  ever  be  the  same 
That  link  the  heart  of  you  and  I. 

3- 

And  we  shall  be  as  we  have  been 
When  time  is  o'er,  when  life  is  done, 

As  streamlets  that  unite  and  flow 
Along  one  channel  as  we  go. 

4- 

And  we  shall  live  as  we  have  lived, 

Although  our  life  a  better  one 
When  recommenced,  will  know  no  end. 

And  ever  seem  as  just  begun, 

5- 

Oh,  if  it  is  within  thy  power 
To  send  me  death,  to  give  me  life, 

Send  now  while  I  yet  welcome  it, 
And  take  me  from  this  world  of  strife. 
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For  can  I  fear  the  sting  of  death, 
The  leaving  earth,  the  silent  tomb, 

With  such  a  balm  to  heal  the  wound, 
Such  radiance  to  dispel  the  gloom  ! 


DREAMS. 

Brilliant  pictures  are  our  dreams, 
Of  the  things  we  feel  and  see ; 

All  the  beautiful  that  seems 
Is  beautiful  reality. 

'Tis  the  dew-drop  on  the  rose. 
Or  the  lone  star  in  the  night, 

Or  the  quiet  stream  that  flows 
From  the  shade  into  the  night. 

Tis  the  moonlight  in  the  stream, 
Slumbering  upon  its  breast ; 

Or  the  sun's  declining  beam, 

Strewing  roses  through  the  west. 
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ADVANCEMENT. 

From  off  each  lofty  pinnacle 
Where  human  skill  has  flown, 

We  look  and  see  a  higher  height 
That  was  before  unknown. 

And  all  in  vain  we  store  away 
The  fruits  to-day  will  yield  ; 

For  with  the  harvest  of  to-day, 
To-morrow  sows  the  field. 

From  out  each  thing  another  grows 

Of  greater  mystery, 
As  from  a  stream  a  river  flows, 

And  widens  to  the  sea. 
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WRITTEN  TO  A  CRUSHED  ROSE. 

Yon  day  that  sinks  into  the  west, 

When  next  the  eastern  sky  you  thrill, 
The  world  will  waken  from  its  rest, 

But  one  lone  flower  will  slumber  still  — 
One  flower  that  glistened  in  the  light, 

When  last  the  morning  kissed  the  world, 
One  flower  that  perished  ere  the  night 

Its  shadowy  curtains  had  unfurled. 

Yet  other  flowers  will  fill  the  air 

With  perfume  rich  as  it  distilled. 
And  other  flowers  remaining  there 

Will  take  the  life  which  it  had  spilled. 
And  none  will  know  of  its  decay ; 

Not  even  he  who  caused  its  fall 
Will  know  that  it  has  passed  away, 

Or  dreamed  that  it  had  lived  at  all. 


But  some  bright  moonbeam  now  will  mind 
That  breast,  for  it  had  nestled  there ; 
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Some  sunbeam  now  will  bend  to  kiss 

Those  lips,  and  find  them  withered  there; 
And  when  the  flowers  around  will  shed 

Their  mingled  perfumes  on  the  air, 
They  may  breathe  incense  for  the  dead 

Companion  that  is  sleeping  there. 
For  nature  mourns  each  fallen  leaf, 

But  hides  her  woes  froni  mortal  eyes, 
She  gives  expression  to  her  grief, 

But  clads  it  in  a  bright  disguise. 


INVOCATION. 

Holy  Angels  wing  your  flight 
Through  the  vaporous  vale  of  night ; 
Unto  slumbering  man  descending, 
Pleasures  with  his  vision  blending  ; 
Take  the  sweetness  from  the  flower. 
Mix  it  with  the  slumbering  hour, 
And  from  flowing  founts  above 
Anoint  his  soul  in  purest  love. 
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PEACE. 

The  moonlight  on  the  ocean  streamed 
And  bathed  in  lustre  all  the  land. 

And  sparkled  where  the  flowers  dreamed, 
And  glistened  on  the  desert  sand. 

Soft  breezes  rising  from  the  sea, 
Went  swiftly  o'er  the  moonlit  plain 

To  mingle  ocean's  melody 

With  inland  zephyrs  faint  breathed  strain. 

And  from  each  shadowy  wood  the  flowers 
Sent  perfume  to  the  distant  seas, 

To  tell  of  fairy  haunted  bowers 

Deep  buried  'neath  the  waving  trees. 

And  peace  was  in  the  earth  the  while. 
And  peace  was  in  the  human  heart ; 

For  we  must  smile  with  Nature's  smile 
And  of  her  gladness  feel  a  part. 
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THOUGHTS. 

Each  whispering  wood,  each  murmuring  stream 

That  tells  a  tale  of  other  days, 
Has  been  some  dreaming  poet's  theme, 

Or  graced  some  ancient  minstrel  lays. 

Each  is  a  temple  where  a  soul 
Has  worshipped  at  the  shrine  of  years  ; 

Some  sought  away  the  stone  to  roll 
And  steep  its  sepulchre  in  tears. 

In  each  a  sculptured  altar  stands 
In  memory  of  the  things  that  were 

Erected  by  the  loving  hands 
Of  some  devoted  worshipper. 

Here  many  a  weary  soul  has  found 

A  refuge  from  the  present  strife, 
And  meeting  on  the  sacred  ground 

Has  known  no  bitterness  in  life. 


NEWLY  GATHERED  FLOWERS.  3^ 


THE  PAST. 

TattUGH  dear  the  present  is  to  me, 

Yet  better  do  I  love  the  past, 
For  now  in  every  joy  I  see 

The  sorrow  that  it  cannot  last. 

But  then  life  was  a  pleasant  dream, 

A  sweet  strain  struck  by  minstrel  hands  ; 

It  seemed  like  a  crystal  stream 
That  wound  its  way  through  pleasant  lands. 

Each  day  new  beauties  would  appear, 

Although  I  noticed  not  the  day, 
Till  days  and  nights  and  oft  a  year 

Unconsciously  would  pass  away. 

But  oh,  too  soon  the  short  years  fled, 

Alas,  too  rapid  was  the  speed ! 
Alas,  too  soon  the  young  heart  bled, 

That  then  ne'er  dreamed  that  it  would  bleed 
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But  though  that  time  has  run  its  race, 
Its  memory  shall  ever  last, 

And  future  ills  can  ne'er  efface 
The  picture  of  the  present  day. 


BIRTHDAY. 

A  BIRTHDAY  ushcrs  in  the  year 

As  morning  ushers  in  the  day, 
And  all  the  future's  voids  appear 

Emblazoned  with  its  lustrous  ray. 
The  path  that  yet  untrodden  lies 

Is  strewn  with  Sharon's  richest  flowers, 
And  o'er  it  bends  that  sunny  sky 

Where  storms  are  seldom  seen  to  lower. 
And  so  this  birthday  comes  to  them 

And  ushers  in  another  year, 
And  may  its  hidden  treasures  be 

As  lustrous  as  they  now  appear. 
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THE  PLEASURES  OF  THE  HOURS. 

Hours  roll  on  and  years  are  added 
To  the  centuries  of  the  past, 

And  with  each  there  comes  a  blessing 
That  was  absent  from  the  past. 

Hours  of  youth  bring  youthful  blessings, 
Till  the  years  of  youth  have  flown, 

Filling  all  our  hearts  with  gladness 
Till  the  night  of  age  comes  on. 

Then  the  hours  of  sweet  remembrance 
Loose  the  soul  in  years  gone  by,  • 

And  the  veil  of  years  expanding 
But  past  pleasures  multiply. 

So  in  each  we  see  a  blessing, 

That  we  saw  not  in  the  last, 
Yet  in  each  we  see  reflected 
All  the  beauties  of  the  past. 
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NIGHT. 

Go  forth  into  the  solitary  night, 

Beneath  the  arches  of  the  sky, 
Where  stars  innumerable  blend  their  light, 

And  spreading  fields  of  gleaming  vapor  He. 

Or  'neath  the  radiance  of  the  mystic  moon, 
When  dusky  shadows  intercept  tlie  light, 

Intrude  upon  the  solitude  alone, 
And  drink  the  endless  pleasures  of  the  night: 

Behold  the  world  that  round  you  lies. 
The  silent  shadows  through  the  woodland. 

The  solitude  that  links  it  with  the  skies, 

And  binds  our  world  to  happier  worlds  above. 

And  revel  in  the  fancies  of  the  night. 
This  world  of  endless  mystery  explore. 

Till  in  the  last  morning's  rosy  light 
Shall  waft  thy  fancy  into  other  worlds. 
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HOURS  OF  PLEASURE. 

The  flying  hour  with  pleasure  blest 

More  swiftly  doth  retreat ; 
The  moments  that  we  deem  the  best 

Are  those  that  are  most  fleet. 

But  memory  marks  each  joyous  hour 

That  to  the  past  has  flown, 
And  cherishes  the  faded  flower 

That  died  e'er  it  had  blown. 

Brings  color  to  its  cheek  again, 

Its  sweetness  doth  restore, 
And  bids  the  flower  become  again 

What  it  hath  been  before. 

But  though  our  pleasures  soon  do  flee, 

From  out  of  their  decay 
Arise  a  lasting  memory 

More  beautiful  than  they. 
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With  the  day  that  is  slowly  dying, 
With  the  care  that  my  soul  oppressed, 

One  moment  of  joy  is  departing, 
One  moment  of  peace  and  rest. 

But  it  goes  like  the  dream  of  the  poet, 
Like  the  song  of  the  bard  sublime, 

To  gleam  like  a  friendly  beacon 
O'er  the  seas  of  distant  time. 

For  of  all  that  the  golden  morning, 

Of  all  that  the  glowing  eve, 
Offered  up  at  the  shrine  of  the  spirit 

'Twas  worthy  to  receive. 

For  it  came  from  the  world  of  fancy, 
Whence  the  streams  of  pleasure  spring, 

And  it  brought  not  the  sorrow  and  trouble 
Which  other  moments  bring. 
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MAD  WARRIOR'S  CHANT. 

Oh,  nations  of  cowards,  awake  from  your  slumbers, 
Awake  and  yourselves  in  bright  armor  attire, 

Come  forward  and  meet  me,  and  meet  me  in  battle. 
To  fight  you,  to  kill  you,  is  all  I  desire. 

My  sword  longs  for  blood,  my  arm  longs  to  wield  it, 

My  ear  longs  the  harsh  din  of  battle  to  hear, 
Where  the  groans  of  the  dying  but  seem  as  my  war- 
cry, 

And  the  faces  of  dead  men  say  my  death  is  near. 

My  challenge  they  hear,  they  dare  not  accept  it, 
For  who  can  withstand  my  glittering  blade  ? 

Then  by  all  that  is  sacred  I  swear  to  go  to  them, 
And  through  their  dark  blood,  after  others  to 
wade. 

For  fighting  is  pleasure,  and  what  is  there  grander 
Than  the  red  battlefield  where  the  cold  corpses  lie. 

And  the  clash  of  the  sword,  that  to  my  ear  is  music. 
And  the  groans  of  the  wounded  preparing  to  die  ? 


38 


NEWLY  GATHERED  FLOWERS. 


For  what  is  the  banquet  compared  to  the  battle, 
Or  what  is  the  dance  to  the  clash  of  the  sword  ? 

A  free  knight  I've  lived,  and  I  swear  I  will  die  one 
Submit  to  no  sovereign,  acknowledge  no  lord  ! 


TWILIGHT. 

The  sun  has  set,  but  a  mystic  light 

Still  lingers  in  the  sky, 
And  slowly  mingles  with  the  night, 

As  though  unwillingly. 

The  embers  of  the  sunset  fires 
Lie  smouldering  in  the  west. 

And  all  the  forest's  tuneful  choirs 
Are  hushed  in  peaceful  rest. 

It  is  the  hour  when  shadows  rise, 

Dissolving  in  the  light, 
And  lustre  from  the  burning  sky 

Is  swallowed  by  the  night ; 
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When  light  and  darkness  hold  their  sway 
Throughout  the  earth  and  sky, 

And  mingling  night  and  mingling  day 
Each  other  beautify. 

The  day  commingling  with  the  night, 

Will  steal  its  darker  hues, 
x\nd  mingling  with  the  darkness,  light 

Will  all  its  harshness  lose. 

And  earth  beneath  the  influence 

Of  light  and  darkness  seems 
To  be  in  slumber's  deepest  trance, 

Yet  wakeful  in  her  dreams. 


THE  SECRET  OF  BEAUTY. 
I. 

I  HAVE  dwelt  with  the  ideal, 
Lived  within  a  world  that  seems, 

Till  I  found  within  the  real 

What  I  sought  for  in  my  dreams 
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2. 

I  have  seen  the  rich  perfections 
Which  our  fancy  can  create, 

To  entrance  our  high  affections, 
Making  greater  of  the  great : 

3- 

Till  I  learn  to  love  the  blemish 
That  the  things  of  nature  bear, 

Saw  that  it  was  to  embellish 
That  their  Maker  placed  it  there : 

4. 

Learn  to  take  as  beauty  only, 
Faults  another  would  reject ; 

Learn  an  imperfection  only 
Makes  its  wearer  more  perfect : 

5- 

Learn  the  fair  of  the  ideal. 
Fairer  and  yet  fairer  grows, 

Mingled  with  the  blighted  real 
Whence  its  whole  existence  flows. 
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THE  FIRST  EASTER  DAWN. 


I. 

Up  from  the  ocean  the  morning  came  streaming, 
And  covered  the  earth  with  her  mantle  of  light, 

And  Nature  awoke  from  the  peace  of  her  dreaming 
To  the  peace  that  her  dreams  had  foretold  in  the 
night. 

2. 

Sweet  perfumes  from  out  each  dark  valley  ascended, 
Like  incense  from  Nature's  great  altar  they  came  ; 

And  in  the  dim  woodland  soft  voices  were  blended, 
Her  love  and  her  praise  to  her  God  to  proclaim. 


3- 

AVhere  the  land  sloping  downward  was  met  by  the 
ocean, 

Where  the  first  sunbeam  danced  on  the  waters  with 
glee, 

And  the  tall  sea- weeds  bent  to  respond  to  the  motion 
Of  each  gentle  wave  that  swept  over  the  sea, 
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4- 

Were  heard  the  soft  whispers  of  sea-nymphs  asccn#» 
ing 

From  out  the  fair  worlds  that  lie  hid  from  the 
light, 

Where  the  sunlight  and  shadows  forever  contending 
Make  dim  the  fair  day  and  make  darker  the  night. 

5- 

So  from  the  broad  land,  and  the  depths  of  the  ocean, 
And  from  the  bright  skies  that  hang  over  the  sea, 

Come  numberless  anthems  of  praise  and  devotion 
To  Him  who  is,  was,  and  who  ever  shall  be, 

6. 

And  such  was  the  dawn  of  that  first  Easter  morning 
Whose  lustre  illumines  the  voids  of  to-day, 

Whose  roses  some  dark  clouds  are  ever  adorning, 
Whose  light  is  yet  chasing  some  shadow  away. 

7- 

And  when  with  each  year  comes  its  memory  returning, 
Fond  Nature  is  seen  in  her  brightest  attire, 

Sweet  incense  arises  from  her  altar  fires  burning, 
Rich  anthems  ascend  from  the  lips  of  her  choir. 
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I. 

CoafE  away  and  leave  the  island, 
Come  and  let  the  restless  sea 

Round  about  each  rocky  headland 
Move  in  mournful  melody. 

2. 

There  are  spots  as  fair,  ay  fairer 
Than  the  bright  sun  shone  upon  ; 

There  are  gems  as  rare,  ay  rarer 
Than  the  emerald  aeon. 

3- 

There  are  hearts  that  beat  as  truly 
As  the  one  that's  cold  and  still, 

Lieth  neath  the  spreading  yew-tree 
At  the  foot  of  yonder  hill. 
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And  the  present  is  a  treasure 
That  the  past  could  never  buy ; 

And  there  is  existing  pleasure 
Richer  than  its  memory. 

5- 

Come  away  and  live  forever, 

M.QVi^  and  its  memory; 
Bid  the  time  that  was  to  sever 

From  the  time  that  is  to  be. 

6. 

Nor  return  in  dreams  when  lone!}*, 
Nor  return  in  thoughts  when  sad ; 

For  in  such  a  dream  we  only 
Make  the  weary  heart  less  glad. 

7. 

But  depart,  returning  never, 
To  the  dark  and  dreary  sea ; 

But  forever  and  forever 

Live,  as  though  it  had  not  been. 
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For  'tis  best  to  live  forgetting 
Things  that  trouble  and  offend, 

Than  to  spend  our  days  regretting 
What  we  would  but  cannot  mend. 


OUR  HAPPY  CHRISTMAS. 

TO  MY  PEAR  AUNT  JENNIE. 

Ere  yet  our  Christmas  passed  away, 
I  thought  that  I  would  take  to-day 
And  write  some  lines  to  you. 

And  that  they  stranger  might  appear, 
And  not  die  with  the  dying  year, 
I  take  this  method  new. 

No  doubt  this  letter  will  be  fraught 
With  many  a  disconnected  thought. 
And  faulty  sentence  too. 


NEWLY  GATHERED  FLOWEkS 


But  such  I  ask  you  to  excuse, 
See  but  the  beauty  of  the  muse, 
In  fields  so  new. 

Many  a  long  and  weary  day, 
While  expectancy  held  sway, 
For  Christmas  we  did  wait. 

And  all  the  while  the  trunk  we  see 
Which  heightens  our  expectancy 
And  mocks  our  mournful  fate. 

The  looked-tbr  morning  comes  at  last 
The  time  for  waiting  now  is  past. 
New  joys  around  us  spread. 

And  from  our  slumbers  we  arise 
Ere  yet  the  sun  has  reached  the  skies 
Ere  yet  the  East  is  red. 

The  trunk  we  open  and  behold 
The  piles  of  paper  fold  on  fold, 
Which  in  confusion  lie. 
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One  package  at  a  time  we  take. 
And  he  whose  name  is  on  it  breaks 
The  strings  with  which  'tis  tied. 

Each  new  surprise  new  pleasure  brings 
And  from  each  package  joy  upsprings 
And  maketh  glad  the  heart. 

The  cuffs  with  buttons  shining  bright, 
The  studs  that  glisten  in  the  light, 
All  happiness  impart. 

But  when  the  handkerchiefs  are  found 
Admiration  leaps  her  bound 
And  turns  to  ecstasy. 

The  small  envelope  then  is  found, 
And  all  expectant  gather  round 
The  contents  for  to  see. 

The  present  that  Aunt  Carrie  sends 
As  a  token  of  remembrance 
Shall  e'er  remembered  be. 
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But  who  would  dare  in  songs  sublime, 
Or  in  the  measures  of  his  rhyme, 
To  name  these  presents  each  ? 

Tis  the  best  that  I  can  do, 
But  to  enumerate  a  few 
In  verses  weak. 

But  though  in  this  they  have  no  part, 
They  leave  impression  on  the  heart, 
Which  ne'er  shall  die  away. 

And  though  that  Christmas  morn  has  gone, 
The  memory  of  that  happy  dawn 
Shall  ne'er  decay. 

And  future  time  shall  e'er  be  bright 
With  a  rich  and  rosy  light 
From  that  one  ray. 

And  future  sorrows  shall  be  fraught 
With  many  a  pleasurable  thought 
Of  that  day. 
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ALL  IS  NOT  DELIGHT  IN  DREAMING. 
I. 

All  is  not  delight  in  dreaming, 
Dreams  dark  sorrows  can  reveal , 

For  there's  sorrow  in  the  seeming, 
As  there's  sorrow  in  the  real. 

2. 

If  thy  path  be  strewn  with  roses, 
Then  thy  dreams  will  show  to  thee 

A  dew-drop  that  there  reposes, 
That  before  thou  didst  not  see. 

3- 

But  if  thorns  thy  pathway  cover, 
Dreams  to  make  thee  less  forlorn 

Rose  and  dew-drop  will  discover, 
But  they  cannot  hide  the  thorn. 
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SWEET  HOUR,  THOU  HAST  FLOWN. 
I. 

Sweet  hour,  thou  hast  flown,  but  I  ne'er  shall  forget 
thee, 

Thy  sweetness  like  oil  on  the  waters  was  cast ; 
And  should  I  live  ages  I  would  not  regret  thee. 
But  seek  to  pass  others  as  thou  hast  been  passed. 

2. 

For  as  the  light  of  the  morn  on  the  roses 
Awakens  new  beauties  that  slumbering  lie, 

Thy  coming  a  world  of  new  pleasures  discloses, 
And  bids  a  soul  live  that  was  longing  to  die. 

3- 

Oh,  could  the  dark  hours  in  the  past  have  been 
brightened 

As  all  the  dark  hours  in  the  future  shall  be; 
Could  the  burdens  I've  borne  in  the  past  have  been 
brightened 

As  those  I  shall  bear  with  the  knowledge  of  thee : 
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Yet  why  should  I  mourn,  for  all  sorrow  is  ended, 
And  out  of  the  darkness  the  day  has  been  bom. 

And  out  of  my  weariness  strength  has  ascended 
To  bear  all  life's  burdens  that  yet  must  be  borne. 


TO   . 

I. 

A  BLACK  cloud  lay  in  the  sunset  sky, 

Full  fair  in  the  light  of  day, 
And  it  shone  with  the  diamond's  brilliancy 

And  the  yellow  topaz's  lustrous  ray; 
But  the  day  departs,  and  behold  once  more 
The  same  black  cloud  we  saw  before. 

2. 

A  black  cloud  lay  in  the  mid  sky, 

And  took  the  fair  moonlight  away  from  the  world, 
And  made  of  it  rich  drapery, 

And  in  that  drapery  lay  unfurled ; 
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But  it  floated  by  and  he  came  once  more, 
The  same  black  cloud  that  it  was  before. 

3- 

A  young  heart  dreamed  in  another's  love, 

In  a  sweet  forgetfulness  of  woe, 
And  it  beat  with  the  joy  of  the  heaven  above, 

And  the  happiness  of  the  earth  below  ; 
But  the  love  decays,  and  the  love  dream  is  o'er, 
Leaves  a  sadder  heart  than  there  was  before. 
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